The Tragedie 

Enter the ueene. 

Qv. Who (lull hinder me to waile and wcepe, 
Tochidc my fortune, and torment my fclfc ? 
lie ioync with blackc difpairc again ft my felfe, 

And to my fclfc become an enernie. 

Dut. What meanes this feeane ofrude impatience? 
£l>r. To make an ad of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now therootc is withred? 
Why w ithernot thcleaues,thefap being gone? 

If you will liue, lament r if die, be briefe t 
That our fwift w inged foules may catch the kings, 

Or like obedient (ubieds , follow him 
To his new ^ingdomeof perpetuall reft. 

Dut. Ah (o much intertft fuuc I in thy forrew, 

A* / had titfe in thy noble husband; 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

And liu'd by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance, 

Arc crackt in pceces by malignant death, 

And / for comforthauc but one falfc glafle, 

Which grecues me when I fee my- (ha me in him* 
Thau art a widow, yet thou art a mother,. 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But ^eath hath fnatcht my children fro mine armes,-, 
And pluckt two crutches from my fceblelimmcs, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haue I 
Then, being hut moitieofmy griefe. 

To cuergo thy plaints and drownc the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept not for ourfathersdeatb, . 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares? 

Gnl. QurfacherleilediftielTc was left vnmoand, 
Your widowes dolours iikcwife be vnwept. 

Giue me no helpc in Jatnenrarion, , 

3 am not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprings reduce their currenta to mine eies, 

That f beinggouemd by thewatry moane,. 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drownc thcworld; 
Oh fori my husband, for my.heue Lo. Edward, 


of Richard the third. 

As loth to beare me to the (laughter- houfe. h 
Oh,nowIwantthc Prieftthatfpakctome, 
jnow repent I told the Purfiiunt, ~ 

As twerc triumphing at mine enemies, 

How they at Pomfrct bloodily were burcherd. 

And I my fclfc feme in grace and fauour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy hcauie curfe 
Is lighted onpoore Hidings wretehed head. 

Cut. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would beat dinner: 

Make a Ibort llirifr, he longs to fee your head. 

Haft. O momentary (fate of worldly men, 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gr.tceof heauen : 
ivl'.o builds his hopes inairc ofyourfairclookes, 

Liues like a drunken Sayler on a mart, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downc 
Into the fata!! bowels ofthe deepe. 

' Conic leadc me to the bIocke,bcsre him my head, 

They fmilc at me, that fhortly (hall be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke ofGlofler and Buckingham in armour, 

Glo. Come cofcn, canft thouquake& change thy colour ? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againc and ftopagaine, 

Asifthou wertdiftraughtandmad with terror. 

Buc. Tutfearenotme. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backc,and pric on euery fide : 

Intending deepe (ufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruicclike inforccd f miles, 

And both are readie in their offices 
Togracemy ftratagems. Enter Muior. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Letmealonetocntcrtainc him. LordMaloR 

Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc. The rcafon we haue fent for you. 

Glo, Catesby ouerlookc the walles. 

Buc. Harkc,I heareadrumnae. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thee, hectare enemies. 

Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs. 

Glo. O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 
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